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MY  MAN  GLENN 


by  Janet  Briyys 


My  Man  Glenn  came  to  the  hospital  from  the  Beacon 
Crest  gentlemen’s  rooming  house.  The  manager  of  the 
home  called  the  hospital  when  Glenn  collapsed  in  the 
lobby.  When  he  arrived  his  clothes  were  crusty  from 
filth  and  urine.  Glenn  was  over  80  years  old.  He  had 
severe  respiratory  problems.  He  was  lame.  He  spit  large 
ugly  chunks  of  phlegm  on  the  floor  next  to  his  bed.  He 
wore  thick  glasses  and  was  deaf,  so  deaf  that  no  one 
bothered  to  talk  to  him.  The  staff  did  not  like  him. 
Glenn  didn’t  care  about  these  things  as  long  as  he  had 
orange  juice.  Glenn  enjoyed  orange  juice. 

The  days,  weeks,  and  months  went  by.  Other  patients 
came  and  went  but  Glenn  remained.  He  was  too  ill  to  return 
to  an  apartment  and  he  had  absolutely  no  family,  or  any 
background  that  the  social  department  could  find,  (last 
three  years  at  Beacon  Crest).  He  didn’t  talk  very  much  — 
a few  words  a week. 

Any  day  I worked  I was  assigned  Glenn.  I asked  for 
him  continually  until  he  started  to  be  referred  to  as 
My  Man  Glenn. 

One  day  I was  giving  Glenn  a shower,  struggling  with 
him  to  surrender  his  glasses.  They  slipped  and  broke  to 
pieces  on  the  tile  floor.  I felt  terrible,  since  I know  how 
desperately  I depend  on  my  own  glasses.  But  Glenn 
didn’t  mind;  he  couldn’t  tell  the  difference  — he  just 
huffed,  puffed,  and  whistled  with  his  walker  back  to  his 
bed.  He  could  walk  only  very  short  distances  before  he 
was  winded. 

Glenn  got  new  glasses  and  the  head  nurse  arranged 
for  him  to  get  a hearing  aid  too.  When  Glenn  got  the 
hearing  aid,  he  took  it  out  of  the  box,  checked  it  over 
carefully,  placed  it  back  in  the  box  and  the  box  in  his 
drawer.  All  he  said  was,  “I  have  to  fart”  and  chuckled  and 
clucked,  wheezed  and  whistled. 

The  hospital  discouraged  the  staff  from  wearing  white 
uniforms.  We  all  wore  bright  smocks  or  street  clothes. 
Glenn  looked  out  of  place  always  wearing  his  white 
johnny  and  white  pajama  pants.  I decided  to  dress  him 
up.  1 went  to  the  business  office  and  made  arrangements 
to  be  able  to  withdraw  Glenn’s  welfare  money  for 


clothes.  I went  to  Filene’s  basement  and  bought  under- 
wear, socks,  pants,  shirts,  a belt,  shoes,  slippers  and  a 
sweater.  I also  bought  a clock. 

Glenn  loved  his  new  clothes.  He  was  so  unwilling  to 
change,  that  often  the  evening  shift  had  to  let  him  sleep 
fully  clothed.  But  he  enjoyed  the  clock  more  than  anything 
else  in  the  room.  He  was  so  disoriented  that  he  never 
believed  the  clock;  he  just  liked  to  watch  it. 

He  associated  me  with  his  daily  shower  and  sitz  bath. 
Glenn  had  horrible  hemorrhoids  and  he  grew  to  look 
forward  to  me.  “Where’s  the  girl  with  the  crayon?” 
I marked  the  days  in  red  on  his  calendar. 

After  about  six  months  Glenn  was  able  to  walk  about 
100  feet  without  getting  exhausted.  He  had  a catheter 
and  he’d  hook  his  urine  bag  on  the  bar  of  his  walker 
and  shuffle  the  distance  to  the  floor  refrigerator  to  raid 
it  for  orange  juice. 

Glenn  left  his  modesty  at  the  front  door.  He’d  often 
take  off  his  pants  and  leave  them  on  a dining  room 
table.  The  staff  would  make  jokes  about  buying  Glenn  a 
raincoat  then  sending  him  to  nearby  North  Station. 

On  days  when  the  weather  was  nice  and  I was 
through  my  work,  I’d  take  Glenn  out  to  the  parking 
lot  in  a wheel  chair.  The  Registry  of  Motor  Vehicles 
was  across  the  way  and  their  helicopter  would  land  near 
the  hospital  parking  lot.  Glenn  would  smile  and  shake 
his  head.  We’d  wheel  to  the  rear  of  the  lot  and  get 
dangerously  close  to  the  edge  of  the  Charles.  We’d 
watch  the  bridge  open  and  close  to  accommodate  pleasure 
boats.  Glenn  would  stand  up  and  wave.  “Time  to  go 
home”  he’d  hiss,  and  off  we’d  go  back  to  801. 

I had  shaved  his  face  so  that  he  grew  a mustache. 
He’d  look  in  the  mirror  and  give  himself  a wink.  He 
said  he  had  had  one  in  the  army  in  1917,  or  when  he 
was  17.  He  had  forgotten. 

Glenn  would  fail  from  time  to  time  and  would  be 
sent  to  Mass.  General.  I always  hated  to  see  him  shipped 
out  because  there  was  no  guarantee  he’d  come  back  to 
our  floor  to  “his”  room.  He’d  been  in  801  off  and  on 
for  over  eight  months.  We  wheeled  and  dealed  so  well  with 


2 


all  the  offices  downstairs.  Glenn  was  failing  again. 

That  night  Glenn  had  to  be  fed  supper.  He  was 
sitting  up  in  his  bed;  he  closed  his  eyes  and  stopped 
breathing.  No  one  called  a code. 

The  next  day  the  head  nurse  took  me  aside  and  told 
me  that  Glenn  had  died.  A few  hours  later  the  unit 
manager  called  me  to  meet  him  in  the  morgue. 

The  office  had  tried  all  channels  to  locate  a friend  or 
relative  but  could  not. 

At  the  morgue  Mr.  Tricket  asked  me  to  identify 
Glenn  as  a formality.  He  unlocked  the  drawer  and  slid 
Glenn  out.  He  undraped  him.  He  was  light  blue.  There  was 
Glenn.  I thought  of  how  I had  stuck  my  finger  up 
Glenn’s  asshole  five  days  a week  for  almost  a year 
delivering  his  hemorrhoid  medicine.  I stared  at  Glenn’s 
blue  lips. 


I was  considered  Glenn’s  closest  friend.  I was  given 
his  belongings,  all  with  Glenn  Fisler  printed  neatly  on 
them.  I went  to  the  business  office.  I was  told  I could 
have  the  remaining  $125  of  Glenn’s  savings. 

I washed  and  ironed  all  of  Glenn’s  clothes  and  brought 
them  to  a nursing  home  at  Brookline  where  I had  worked 
before.  I threw  out  the  clock  and  calendar.  Back  to 
Filenes  — I bought  him  a nice  blue  suit  and  tie  to  be 
buried  in. 

The  office  tried  to  check  out  Glenn’s  army  record  to 
see  if  he  could  be  buried  at  a veteran’s  cemetery.  But  there 
wasn’t  enough  information  so  the  state  buried  Glenn. 
He’s  a small  cement  number  in  the  dirt.  He’s  in  a gentle- 
man’s boarding  house  in  the  ground.  He’s  rotting  in 
Boston  like  he  did  when  he  was  alive. 


My  Man  Glenn  and  his  Orange  Juice 
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THE  WANT.  THE  WHERE. 
AND  THE  WAIT 

The  students  fill  the  classroom  like 
coins  entering  a slot  machine, 
each  tripping  the  mechanism  of  education 
in  hope  of  producing  a desired  jackpot. 

To  some,  three  bananas  will  be  an  A. 

To  another,  three  cherries  will  be  knowledge  gained. 
Yet,  others  are  content  with  a fig, 
a token  return  for  a token  spent. 

They  sit  harboring  their  desires, 
wondering  if  he  or  she 
will  be  able  to  appease  the  machine 
and  produce  the  wanted  fruit. 

The  one-armed  bandit  enters  the  room. 

All  is  quiet  in  anticipation. 

The  whrr  begins; 

the  fruits  of  labor  are  in  motion. 

All  that  remains  is  the  wait. 

When  the  whrr  resides 

the  machine  spits  out  its  just  rewards 

bananas,  cherries,  and  figs. 


LITTLE  GIRL  BLUE 

born  to  Arthur,  your  youth  was  pained, 
your  death  brought  tears,  your  life  brought  fame. 
You  searched  for  love  but  none  found  You. 
life  was  sad  - little  girl  blue. 

in  your  teens,  You  hurt  so  bad. 
friends  were  few,  what  friends  You  had. 
the  time  was  rough,  You  were  too. 
the  scars  of  life  became  scars  on  You. 

success  You  bit,  by  the  ass. 

“piece  of  my  heart”  spit  out  at  last, 
a touch  of  greatness,  a needle  too. 
your  only  love,  a southern  brew. 

death  came  rushing,  to  him  You  sped, 
eyes  still  open,  eyes  still  dead, 
away  You  rode,  his  great  white  stag, 
pain  dulled  forever,  by  a powder  filled  bag. 

the  funeral  small,  with  some  rain, 
faces  reflected,  your  long  felt  pain, 
sad  parents  proud,  a bit  confused, 
they  never  knew  You  - little  girl  blue. 


WERE  JUST  SCREWED-UP 
ANIMALS 


Oh  yes,  we’re  animals 
there  is  no  doubt,  • 
just  turn  your  head 
look  about. 

See  your  friend 
he’s  one  too. 

Yes,  he  belongs 
in  this  human  zoo. 

Animals?  We’re  the  greatest. 

We  are  the  best. 

Just  to  prove  it 

we’ve  killed  off  all  the  rest. 

Culture  forebades  us 
from  things  which  degrade  us 
like  picking  our  nose 
and  getting  stoned  in  public 

Then  of  course  there’s  sex, 
that’s  a hex. 

But  after  puberty, 
what  comes  next? 

If  you’re  in  luck, 
you  won’t  get  fucked 
or  sucked 

in  by  someone  you  don’t  want. 

You  might  find  love, 

which  to  sex  is  above 

and  as  gentle  as  a peacetime  dove 

but  just  as  hard  to  keep. 

However,  please  don’t  fret 
or  regret. 

There  is  hope  for  us 
screwed-up  animals  yet. 

For  I am  sure, 
there  is  a cure. 

All  we  need  is 
cranial  acupuncture. 


by  Edward  Mitchell 
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THE  GAME 


by  Join  J.  MacLauyhlin 


“Lets  go  get  some  pears  from  old  man  Haskill’s  yard.” 

“No  man,  that  old  man’s  crazy.  He’ll  kill  us  if  he 
catches  us.” 

“You’re  not  ascared  of  an  old  man  that  can’t  run?” 

“Yeh.” 

“Come  on,  we’ll  be  real  quiet  and  we’ll  just  snatch  a 
couple  for  ourselves.” 

“We’ll  just  get  the  ones  that  are  hanging  over  into  the 
street.” 

“Yeh,  yeh,  you  think  I want  to  get  caught?” 

Raiding  old  man  Haskill’s  yard  was  a pleasure  even  if  I 
was  ascared.  For  one  thing  he  didn’t  like  any  of  the  kids 
in  the  neighborhood  and  for  another,  he  had  the  only  pear 
tree.  He  had  a couple  of  other  fruit  trees  in  his  yard,  but 
they  were  too  close  to  the  house  to  raid  and  besides  I 
didn’t  even  know  what  kind  of  fruit  they  were. 

Creeping  up  to  his  yard  was  always  the  easiest  part 
because  the  street  lights  on  Allegany  Street  were  always 
busted.  I wondered  who  did  it.  I could  just  about  tell  you 
who  broke  all  the  lights  in  the  neighborhood,  but  I never 
knew  who  busted  these. 

“You  see  anybody?”  I whispered. 

“No,  but  there’s  lights  on  in  the  front  room.” 

“Then  let’s  forget  it.  He’ll  see  us  for  sure.” 

“No,  he  won’t.  Don’t  you  know  that  with  that  light 
on  he  can’t  see  out?” 

“What  are  you  talking  about?” 

“That’s  right,  when  it’s  dark  out  he  can’t  see  into  his 
yard  unless  he  shuts  out  that  parlor  light.” 

“I  don’t  know,  man.” 

“Watch  this.” 

He  jumped  up  and  started  hopping  around  and  waving 
his  arms  and  without  making  any  noise  climbed  up  on  the 
fence  and  waved  his  arms  some  more  and  jumped  down. 
The  old  man  and  his  wife  were  sitting  right  there  in  the 
parlor  and  they  didn’t  even  look  up. 

“Guess  I can’t  argue  with  proof  like  that,  let’s  go  get 
those  pears.” 

There  weren’t  any  pears  left  that  could  be  reached 
from  the  street  so  we  went  over  the  fence  knowing  we 
couldn’t  be  seen  from  the  house,  but  everybody  in  the 
world  must  have  been  here  before  us,  the  only  ones  left  on 
the  tree  were  up  high.  Normally  we  wouldn’t  go  up  a tree 
like  this,  but,  what  the  hell,  we  couldn’t  be  seen. 

We  were  busy  stuffing  enough  pears  in  our  pockets  to 
feed  all  the  guys  when  the  old  man’s  screen  door  opened 
followed  by  A1  hollering:  “Cheez-it!  He’s  out.”  I looked 
down  to  pick  a place  to  land  and  found  that  I had 


climbed  higher  than  I thought.  A1  had  already  reached 
the  fence  and  was  going  over  when  I saw  the  old  man 
grab  a shovel  and  come  running.  I climbed  higher. 

“God-damn  kids,  get  the  hell  out  of  here!”  he  hollered 
as  he  ran  under  the  tree  shaking  his  shovel,  but  A1  was  half 
way  down  the  street  and  already  slowing  down. 

The  old  man  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  street  watching 
A1  run  when  he  looked  up  at  the  tree  like  he  remembered 
something.  He  walked  back  to  the  tree  without  taking  his 
eyes  off  it  and  stood  under  it  looking  up.  He  kept 
hanging  his  head  from  one  side  to  the  other  and  walking 
around  the  tree  looking  up. 

I didn’t  move.  I tried  not  to  even  breathe.  I kept  my 
mouth  closed  and  narrowed  my  eyes  to  slits  so  he  wouldn’t 
see  any  white.  I just  knew  that  he  could  see  me  and  was 
trying  to  figure  out  how  to  hit  me  with  the  shovel.  He 
quit  looking  up  and  started  to  walk  toward  the  house  when 
he  stopped  to  pick  up  one  of  the  pears  that  had  fallen 
and  said:  “If  I ever  catch  one  of  those  kids  I’ll  wring  his 
little  neck.”  Just  then  my  foot  slipped.  Not  much,  but 
enough  to  make  the  tree  shake  a little.  He  looked  up  at  the 
tree,  took  a bite  of  the  pear,  and  walked  in  the  house. 

I guess  I waited  a half  hour  before  deciding  to  try  and 
get  down.  I moved  as  slowly  as  I could  without  shaking 
the  tree  and  still  kept  an  eye  on  the  house.  The  light  was 
out  in  the  parlor  so  I couldn’t  see  anybody.  I just  knew, 
though,  that  he  had  come  out  his  back  door  and  was  down 
there  in  the  dark  waiting  for  me.  I reached  the  branch  that 
I was  going  to  jump  from  and  took  a good  look  around 
trying  to  find  him.  I didn’t  see  him  anywhere  near  the  tree 
and  I thought  I could  make  it  to  the  fence  before  he  could 
come  from  anywhere  up  by  the  house.  I jumped  out  of  the 
tree  and  ran  for  the  fence,  clearing  it  in  a beautiful  jump, 
but  fell  to  one  knee  skinning  it  badly  through  the  hole  in 
my  dungarees. 

I was  afraid  to  stop  to  check  it  until  I had  reached  the 
end  of  Allegany  Street  and  had  turned  the  corner.  It  was 
skinned  pretty  bad  with  a few  pebbles  in  the  cut,  but  I 
was  glad  to  be  out  of  that  tree  so  I just  brushed  the  dirt 
out  and  went  looking  for  Al. 

I found  him  with  a bunch  of  the  other  guys  on  the 
corner.  One  of  them  spotted  me  coming  and  said:  “Hey, 
looky  here.” 

Al  jumped  up,  saying:  “Man,  1 thought  he  got  you. 
We’re  sitting  here  waiting  for  the  cops  to  bring  you  home.” 

“Are  you  kidding”  1 said.  “That  old  man  is  blind  and 
deaf  too,  he  didn’t  even  see  me  up  in  that  tree.  Let’s  go 
down  to  the  schoolyard,  I’ll  tell  you  all  about  it.” 
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This 

is 


the 


/ 


woman 

named 

Anita 


and 

I 

am 

she 


Some  say,  I have  a sensitivity 
that  cannot  be 
Some  say,  I hold  a dream 
they  cannot  see 
I say,  look  again 

you  are  looking  at 

me. 


Don’t  fight  to  free 

yourself  from  me. 

Don’t  strive  to  divide 

the  threads  of  our  love. 

And  don’t  come  to  me 

at  the  midnight  hour 

for  the  purpose 

of  uniting  in  passion 

That  which  you  sought 
to  destroy 

throughout 
the  day. 


Ill 


II 


Last  night  I held 

his  nakedness  to  me 
with  the  moon’s  light 
I traced  the  rough 

contours  of  his  face 

I drank  in  the 

pungent  odor  of 

his  sleeping  breath 
And  saw  my 

silently  painful  tears 
glisten  on  the 

blackness  of  his  hair 


I believe 

incompatibility 

is  just  a word 
you  use 


A ruthless  way 

of  excusing  yourself 
from  tiring 

of  what  is 
old. 


Last  night  I held 

him  to  me  and  saw 
my  tormented  arms  become 

those  of  some  other  woman 
a woman 

of  his  future 

Holding  him,  loving  him 
and  needing  him 
to  be  as  devoted  to  her 
in  the  dawn 

As  he  was  to  me 

through  the  soundless  hours 
of  the  night 


IF 


Someday,  I know  a mountain 
will  grow  between  us 
After  it  is  there 

I fear  I will  regret  and  pool  my  tears  at  its  base 

And  when  1 reach  out 
to  touch  you 

I will  feel  no  more  than  just  the  current 
pulling  at  my  feet 

by  Anite  Yen  Slyke  Pringle 
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PRIMAL 


by  Stephen  Roberts 


It  was  one  of  those  crisp,  frosty  days  when  you  could 
hear  tree  limbs  clack  a quarter  of  a mile  away,  a rare 
Thanksgiving  morning  that  left  a powdered  layer  of  snow 
on  the  ground. 

1 had  gotten  up  early  to  do  something  I had  never  done. 
I was  sixteen  and  I was  going  hunting.  My  dad  let  me 
use  his  shotgun  that  he  had  no  use  for.  I was  going  with 
Bob  Fogt  a guy  about  thirty  who  worked  at  the  “Y” 
with  me. 

We  went  out  into  the  country  to  a farm  where  Bob 
knew  we  could  hunt  without  bothering  the  farmer  or 
being  harassed  by  him.  We  tramped  up  and  down  the 
corn  fields,  kicking  sod  balls  and  telling  lies,  without  seeing 
a thing. 

We  had  just  turned  to  walk  into  a clump  of  trees  when 
a rabbit  bolted  from  his  niche  next  to  a fence  post. 
Before  I could  get  my  hands  out  of  my  pockets,  Bob 
had  shouldered  his  gun,  fired,  and  fastened  the  rabbit 
to  the  winter  landscape.  We  walked  the  thirty  yards  to 
the  fallen  prey  a little  faster  than  we  had  walked  before. 

Bob  picked  up  the  rabbit  with  one  hand  and  looked 
it  over.  He  grabbed  the  head  with  the  other  hand  and 
began  to  twist  it  around  like  a wet  dish  cloth.  Back  and 


forth  he  twisted  it,  until  he  gave  it  a hard  yank.  It  came 
off  like  a cork  from  a wine  bottle  and  he  tossed  it  to  the 
ground  in  the  same  motion. 

The  head  was  gazing  down  a row  of  corn  stubble, 
looking  at  the  bare  tree  tops  at  the  end  of  the  field.  I 
walked  around  so  the  soft  stare  was  on  me.  There  was 
no  sign  of  pain;  that  rabbit  didn’t  hate  anybody  ...  he  was 
just  dead. 

Bob  had  his  knife  out  and  had  opened  the  rabbit’s 
belly  from  neck  to  tail.  He  scooped  the  guts  and  slop  out 
onto  the  snow.  A few  more  cuts  and  he  started  tugging  on 
the  fur.  He  pulled  and  tugged.  It  came  off  like  downy 
contac  paper  and  joined  the  rest  of  the  steaming  mess  on 
the  ground.  He  took  some  aluminum  foil  from  his  jacket 
and  carefully  wrapped  the  carcass.  The  rabbit  was  gone. 
He  slipped  the  package  into  a dirty  leather  pouch  hanging 
from  his  shoulder. 

The  head,  the  streaming,  red,  wet  and  the  knotted 
lump  of  fur,  swept  over  me  then,  like  a cold  wave  from 
Hampton  Beach. 

We  started  walking  towards  the  trees  again.  I was 
beside  Bob  and  a half  a step  behind.  I didn’t  look  back. 


UNTITLED 


by  Russ 

Language  thick  as  tongues 
cling  to  unshaven  walls. 

A chair  ago, 

words  like  armies  clashed. 

There  were  no  survivors. 

A noun  cowering  beneath  a lamp 

a coward  verb  on  the  sofa,  a 

drowning  conjunction  in  the  drain 

of  the  sink.  The  air 

with  remnant  letters 

cleaved  our  clothes,  until  we  were  alone. 
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LEE 


/ AND  A TULIP  IN  AUGUST 
MAKES  THREE 


two  have  me  torn 

one  in  the  spring  of  his  years 

one  in  the  summer  of  his  years 

and  I am  greedy  for  both  seasons 
the  spring  of  his  years 
the  summer  of  his  years 

together  they  create  a storm 
a young  rain  clouding  a warm  day 
causing  the  smell  of  heat  to  rise 
and  i in  the  middle 

together,  separately  — i and  the  spring 
stumble  over  new  flowers  and  grow 
my  guidance  and  love  is  needed  to  bring  the  spring 
to  summer 

together,  separately  — i and  the  summer 
laugh  and  roll  up  and  down  hills  and  love 
my  love  is  needed  to  share  the  summer  that  leads 
to  fall 

together,  alone  — i in  my  summer 
search  for  a unity  for  my  seasons  and  me 
a time  when  love  is  shared  throughout 
and  happiness  is  a tulip  in  august 


I love 
his  hands 
so  soft 
so  strong 

I love 
his  hands 
creating  life 
in  oil 

to  treasure 
to  save 

I love 
his  hands 
touching 
my  legs 
my  thigh 
my  breast 

I love 
his  hands 
holding  my  heart 
not  to  tight 
but  enough 
to  know 
I’m  loved 


by  Buni  Gourley 
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SHOES 


by  Donna  Story 


Oddly  enough,  it  was  my  doctor  who  first  gave  me  the 
idea  of  buying  a pair  of  platform  shoes. 

I had  gone  to  him  for  my  annual  checkup,  which 
always  deteriorates  into  an  obese  group-therapy  session 
(where  I’m  the  group). 

The  results  were  always  the  same.  “You  are  overweight,” 
he  announced  dramatically.  “Could  you  break  that  down 
statistically?”  I asked.  He  got  out  a scratch  pad  and, 
carrying  out  the  decimal  to  six  zeros,  he  looked  up 
and  announced,  “for  your  girth,  you  should  be  an  85-foot 
redwood.” 

This  depressed  me.  All  the  way  home  I pondered 
how  I was  going  to  lose  all  that  weight  when  the  thought 
struck  me,  “I’m  not  fat.  I’m  just  short  ...  all  I have  to  do  is 
grow  taller.  Then  my  weight  will  seem  to  be  in  proportion.” 

But  the  question  haunted  me.  Could  a girl  5’4”  really 
go  through  life  standing  on  curbs,  perched  on  pianos, 
balancing  on  picket  fences,  poised  at  the  top  of  stairways, 
and  looking  for  pitcher’s  mounds  to  stand  on? 

Then  I saw  my  answer. 

It  was  an  entire  window  of  shoes  with  platform  soles. 
They  were  weird  little  devils  with  their  snub-nosed  toes 
and  their  thick  soles  of  wood  and  cork,  but  when  I 
equated  their  ugliness  against  a year  of  unseasoned  string 
beans  and  clear  bouillon,  they  began  to  take  on  a sexiness 
I came  to  appreciate. 

I approached  the  salesman.  “Those  shoes  in  the  win- 
dow . . . can  you  buy  them  without  a prescription?” 
“Of  course.”  He  smiled,  taking  my  elbow  and  leading 
me  to  a chair. 

“Actually,  I don’t  need  orthopedic  shoes  . . .”  “You 
will,”  he  smiled  again,  adjusting  his  pitchfork. 

“What  I want  to  know,”  I continued,  “is  how  tall 
can  I get  them?” 


“How  tall  do  you  want  to  be?”  He  shrugged.  Not 
daring  to  believe  my  good  fortune,  I took  a deep  breath 
and  said,  “I  want  to  be  so  tall  that  I can  go  back  to 
drinking  gravy  as  a beverage  and  not  worry  about  my 
weight.” 

“It  is  done,”  he  said,  clicking  his  fingers  and  making 
a pair  of  ten-inch  clogs  materialize  before  my  eyes. 

Despite  the  fact  that  I had  seen  better  looking  shoes 
thrown  at  a wedding,  I had  to  admit  to  a feeling  of 
loftiness.  Then  I got  my  first  flash  of  pain.  It  started 
at  the  back  of  my  legs,  ran  down  behind  the  knee  into  the 
calf,  made  a sharp  right  and  extended  into  the  ankle,  foot 
and  finally  the  toes.  “Can’t  you  give  me  something  for 
the  pain?”  I begged. 

“Try  standing  up  in  them,”  he  said  dryly.  “It  helps  the 
circulation.” 

I spread  my  arms  out  for  balance,  and  swayed  unsteadily 
through  the  shoe  department,  digging  first  one  toe  into 
the  carpet  and  then  the  other.  Two  women  hurried  to  get 
out  of  my  path.  One  said,  “Lon  Chaney  lives!”  The 
other  said,  “she’s  thinner  than  Lon  Chaney.” 

“I’ll  take  them!”  I said  to  the  store  clerk. 

Every  few  years  when  something  significant  happens 
in  my  life,  I reactivate  my  diary.  I have  a few  pages  re- 
cording my  wedding  day,  a few  words  on  the  birth  of 
my  first  child,  and  another  page  on  a day  in  1967  when 
my  checkbook  balanced.  I decided  to  record  the  first 
few  months  in  my  life  as  a tall  person.  I called  this  section, 
“Diary  of  a ‘Had’  Housewife.”  These  are  a few  of  the 
entries: 

September  14:  Wore  my  new  shoes  for  the  first  time 
in  front  of  the  family.  Never  realized  before  that  my 
husband  looks  like  a weak  king  in  exile.  He  is  so  short. 
Must  write  Princess  Grace  and  find  out  how  she  can 
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keep  excitement  in  her  marriage  with  the  Prince  when  she 
stands  there  day  after  day  watching  an  aerial  view  of  his 
hair  receding. 

Children  are  absolutely  entranced  with  my  stature.  My 
daughter  asked,  “aren’t  you  going  to  kiss  us  good  night?” 
and  I smiled  down  patiently.  “Later,  when  mommy  has  a 
flight  plan.” 

September  15:  Drove  a car  today  for  the  first  time  in 
my  “Frankenstein  boots.”  I find  that  being  tall  has  its 
disadvantages.  It  takes  a command  sent  out  by  the  brain 
twice  as  long  to  get  where  it  is  going.  I commanded  my 
right  foot  to  hit  the  brake  and  before  it  could  respond, 
I plowed  into  an  abandoned  motorcycle.  (The  police 
officer  abandoned  it  just  in  the  nick  of  time). 

Received  a lecture  on  the  dangers  of  “cockamamie 
shoes.”  Which  is  what  I expected  from  a man  6’4”  who 
was  compensating  for  his  shortness. 

December  5:  I’m  still  trying  to  get  used  to  walking 
in  the  clogs,  but  find  I trip  over  lint  and  often  push  9’  by 
12’  rugs  in  front  of  me.  Am  getting  all  kinds  of  flack  from 
my  family.  Mother  says  she  read  where  the  A.M.A.  advised 
wearers  to  “walk  slowly  and  carry  your  health  insurance 
card.” 

January  12:  I don’t  know  if  its  my  age  or  what, 
but  my  heels  have  gone  numb.  It’s  dumb,  really,  like 
having  your  teeth  itch.  But  the  other  day  I looked  down 
there  was  snow  around  my  ankles  and  I had  no  hose  on 
and  somehow  it  didn’t  seem  to  matter. 

I dropped  in  to  see  my  best  friend  who  confessed  to 
being  worried  about  me.  “But  why?”  I laughed.  “I  love 
being  tall.  I’m  the  first  one  to  know  when  it  rains.  I can 
get  my  own  glass  of  water  without  a stool.  I can  get  my 
roaster  out  of  the  top  cupboard  for  Thanksgiving  without 
a chair  ...” 

“But  you  don’t  look  good,”  she  said.  “What’s  wrong 
with  the  way  I look?”  I asked  defensively. 

“Your  face  reflects  the  pain  of  a woman  who  is  wearing 
her  pantyhose  backwards.” 

“So,  the  shoes  take  a little  getting  used  to.” 

February  11:  I can’t  remember  having  a pair  of  shoes 
so  durable.  You  can’t  fold,  bend,  spindle,  mutilate  them 
or  beat  them  to  death  with  a club.  I’ve  worn  them  every- 
day in  every  conceivable  kind  of  weather. 

I’ve  walked  on  the  sides  and  on  the  tops  of  them. 
They  look  as  new  as  they  did  the  day  I goose-stepped  out 
of  the  store  in  them. 

A friend  asked  me  today,  “why  do  you  wear  those 
things?”  I paused  a moment,  trying  to  think.  Then  my 
dog  came  over  to  me,  sniffed  around  the  ten  inch  wooden 
sole  and  heels  and  lifted  his  left  rear  leg. 

“I  just  remembered,”  I said.  “I  wanted  to  be  an 
85-foot  redwood.” 


TYPECASTING 

by  Frank  Jonts 

I once  saw  a fairy  crossing  on  a ferry; 

And  I once  met  a niggard  of  a nigger. 

In  fact  in  my  life  I have 

seen  a kike  flying  a kite 

a frog  dive  into  a pond 

and  a bitch  on  wheels  get  a flat  tire. 

But  more  than  that  I have  seen: 

A nag  mounted 
by  a jack 

who  with  a wop  sense  of  humor 

made  accusations 

of  being  jewed 

out  of  his 

“lawful  rights,” 

His  ride  then  became 
an  ab-whore-ence  to  him 
and  he  japper  her 
out  of  his  life. 
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THE  JACK  THAT  VANDERBILT 


by  Stephen  Roberts 


This  is  the  jack  that  Vanderbilt. 

This  is  the  jerk  that  counted  the  jack  that  Vanderbilt. 

This  is  the  junk  sold  by  the  jerk, 

that  counted  the  jack  that  Vanderbilt. 

This  is  the  pimp  with  the  withered  horn,  that  bought 
the  junk,  sold  by  the  jerk,  that  counted  the  jack 
that  Vanderbilt. 

This  is  the  whore  all  tattered  and  torn,  that  was 

hooked  by  the  pimp  with  the  withered  horn,  on  the 
junk  sold  by  the  jerk,  that  counted  the  jack 
that  Vanderbilt. 

This  is  the  child  all  forlorn,  neglected  by  the  whore 

all  tattered  and  torn,  hooked  by  the  pimp  with  the 
withered  horn,  on  the  junk,  sold  by  the  jerk,  that 
counted  the  jack  that  Vanderbilt. 

This  is  the  social  worker  that  crowed  in  the  morn,  to 
save  the  child  all  forlorn,  neglected  by  the  whore 
all  tattered  and  torn,  hooked  by  the  pimp  with  the 
withered  horn,  on  the  junk,  sold  by  the  jerk,  that 
counted  the  jack  that  Vanderbilt. 

This  is  the  King  of  lillie  white  porn  that  didn’t  like 

to  pay  the  social  worker  that  crowed  in  the  morn,  to 
save  the  child  all  forlorn,  neglected  by  the  whore 
all  tattered  and  torn,  hooked  by  the  pimp  with  the 
withered  horn,  on  the  junk,  sold  by  the  jerk,  that 
counted  the  jack  that  Vanderbilt. 

This  is  the  tax  so  evenly  borne,  that  bought  the  King 
of  lillie  white  porn,  that  didn’t  want  to  pay  the 
social  worker  that  crowed  in  the  morn,  to  save  the 
child  all  forlorn,  neglected  by  the  whore  all  tattered 
and  torn,  hooked  by  the  pimp  with  the  withered  horn, 
on  the  junk,  sold  by  the  jerk,  that  counted  the 
jack  that  Vanderbilt. 

This  is  the  Vanderbilt  that  evaded  the  tax  so  evenly 
born,  that  bought  the  King  of  lillie  white  porn, 
that  didn’t  want  to  pay  the  social  worker  that 
crowed  in  the  morn,  to  save  the  child  all  forlorn, 
neglected  by  the  whore  all  tattered  and  torn,  hooked 
by  the  pimp  with  the  withered  horn,  on  the  junk, 
sold  by  the  jerk,  that  counted  the  jack  that 
Vanderbilt. 

And  that’s  the  jack  that  all  the  Vandersbilt. 


UNTITLED 

by  Ctrl  French 

At  this  time  in  history 
in  a nation  of  democracy 

the  middle  class  sobriety 
is  taken  in  unknowingly 

by  upper  class  morality 
and  other  forms  of  trickery 

the  king  is  granted  amnesty 
for  what  he  did  politically 

the  bishop  says  god  made  us  free 
but  is  this  really  liberty 

when  back  from  the  hostility 
the  soldier  meets  with  poverty 

and  those  who  felt  religiously 
are  now  to  beg  for  clemency 

we  must  suffer  indignity 
until  we  find  equality 

MT  HOOLA-HOOP  AND  I 

by  Jude  Deris 

My  hoola-hoop  and  I 
one  flesh  and  one  plastic 
different  yet  the  same. 

Going  in  never  ending  circles  only  to  be 
set  into  motion  again. 

Inside  empty 
Outside  solid 
My  hoola-hoop  and  I 
go  through  life  deceiving. 
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ITS  A LONG.  LONG  WAY 


by  Anita  Van  Slyke  Prinyle 


It  was  midnight  when  first  he  came  to  me.  The  ebony 
of  his  jacket,  the  night  and  his  face  — all  blended  together 
to  prevent  me  from  seeing  his  anticipated  approach. 

But  I knew  he  was  there.  He  told  me  he  would  come.  I 
knew  he  was  there  . . . the  neighbor’s  hounds  were  loudly 
baying  at  his  scent.  And  I heard  the  heat  from  his  body 
ice  the  prints  of  his  footfall  as  he  made  his  intense  path- 
way through  the  snow  to  my  door. 

He  knocked  softly  and  said,  “Hi  there.  How  you  doing?” 

Self-consciously,  I thought  his  greeting  was  one  that  he 
might  have  given  any  unnamed  stranger  in  passing.  Then 
he  smiled  at  me  . . . and  I had  a name. 

When  he  took  off  his  jacket,  I felt  a hard,  unyielding 
object  glance  off  my  bare  toes.  As  I picked  it  up,  a cold 
tongue  of  silver  shot  forth  and  licked  my  hand. 

“What’s  this?”  I asked. 

He  laughed  at  my  ignorance  ...  “A  switchblade  . . . you 
really  didn’t  know?” 

“I  probably  could  have  guessed,  but  I don’t  understand. 
I mean  if  it  had  been  flowers  you  were  dropping  at  my 
feet . . . but  blades  of  steel?” 

His  eyes  smiled  at  me  as  he  quietly  answered,  “You 
know  — it’s  a long,  long  way  from  Bedford-Stuyvesant  to 
this  white  woman’s  door.” 

That  midnight,  when  first  he  came  to  me,  brought  on 
it’s  heels  the  dawn  of  our  awakened  existence.  Each  hour 
unleashed  an  accentuated  creativity  in  ourselves  we  had 
never  known  before,  nor  had  ever  dared  hope  to  know. 
We  unclothed  one  another  so  that  all  of  our  sensitivities 
and  sensibilities  fell  naked  to  the  elements  of  our  hu- 
mility and  the  erosion  of  our  times. 

He  threw  great  and  wonderous  goblets  at  his  potter’s 
wheel.  His  professors  marveled  at  his  renewed  aesthetic 
perception  and  artistic  energies.  They  could  not  know 
that  the  goblets  he  threw  were  created  only  ...  for  our 
wine. 

I filled  copious  journals  with  sonnets  to  him.  He  had 
taught  me  to  hear  tears  and  feel  smiles.  To  have  com- 
passion for  the  non-compassionate.  To  look  beyond  the 
known  and  ask  why  — and  to  discover  for  myself  a 
reasoning  that  others  could  not  see. 


And  then  one  day  . . . the  snows  had  melted.  The 
sandcastles  had  washed  away.  The  air  was  filled  with  the 
crunchy  sounds  of  autumn.  My  family  was  finishing  their 
dinner. 

“Mamma,  is  it  time?” 

“Time  for  what,”  I asked.  My  husband  turned  to  me 
with  great  sadness  in  his  eyes  and  said,  “It’s  his  birthday, 
you  know.” 

I looked  down  at  my  baby’s  fingers  clutching  at  my 
clothes.  I saw  his  tiny  cherub  face  that  I had  stained  with 
senseless  tears.  I felt  my  soul  begin  to  shred.  And  I heard 
myself  call  out  to  God  to  take  the  pain  away. 

At  midnight,  that  night,  against  the  full  moon’s  glow  . . . 
I watched  a black  man  from  the  jungles  of  the  ghetto  trod 
his  well-worn  pathway  to  my  door. 

He  knocked  softly.  And  when  I answered,  he  threw  an 
armful  of  crimson  flowers  at  my  feet. 

“It’s  too  late.”  I said.  “I  want  you  to  know  that  it’s  too 
late  . . . the  heavy  green  velvet  curtain  has  been  pulled. 
There  are  no  more  acts  in  our  play  . . '.  and  there  is  no  one 
left  to  applaud.” 

“I  know,”  he  answered.  “I  know.  I came  tonight  to  tell 
you  that  I have  passed  my  comprehensives.  That  I have 
earned  my  Master’s  degree.  And  that  I wanted  you  to 
come  home  with  me.” 

Then  he  saw  my  baby’s  torn,  one-eared  stuffed  elephant 
in  my  hands.  He  looked  at  it  for  a long  while.  And  he  took 
it  from  me  and  held  it  up  between  us  as  he  slowly  and 
painfully  said,  “but  I can  see  now  — you  have  already 
come  home.” 

With  exaggerated  care,  he  placed  that  silly,  ragged 
elephant  back  in  my  hands.  Silently  he  bent  and  kissed 
me  and  we  felt  our  salty  tears  mingle  together  and  drop 
as  one. 

And  then,  he  gently  whispered  in  my  ear,  “remember 
only  . . . that  I once  told  you,  in  a time  long  ago  . . . it’s  a 
long,  long  way  from  Bedford-Stuyvesant  to  this  white 
woman’s  door.” 

Turning  quickly  ...  he  left  me.  Quietly  crying  — 
barefooted  — in  a bouquet  of  crimson  flowers. 
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THE  VIRGIN  MOTHER 


by  Donat  Chilis 


Long  ago, 

before  electric  can-opener 
and  automatic  ice-cube  makers, 
and  vaginal  spray  deodorants, 
and  digital-clock  radios, 
man  lived  in  paradise. 

He  was  never  impotent  or  bald, 
never  had  headaches  or  heartaches, 
no  pain,  no  wrinkles, 
no  ulcers,  no  tears. 

And  then  Eve  spoiled  it  all. 

A spark  of  desire 

burst  into  flame  within  her; 

So  she  took  this  warmth  to  Adam, 
and  after  he  tasted  the  fruit 
he  told  her  she  was  filthy, 
and  that  this  fire  destroyed, 
and  created  black  soot  and  ash, 

and  would  make  everyone  born  from  that  day  forward  - 
filthy,  - 

and  every  child  from  her  womb  - 
filthy. 

And  then  there  was 
Mary 

who  must  have  come  from  fine  stock; 

She  was  born  unblemished  from  this  soot, 

fresh  as  a daisy, 

pure  as  the  driven  snow. 

Through  her  childhood 

she  never  turned  her  dinner  over 

or  peed  on  the  rug. 

Through  her  adolescence 
she  never  had  acne 

or  slept  with  her  hands  under  the  covers. 


And  there  was 

Joseph, 

who, 

being  born  of  a woman, 
was  tarnished 

and  naturally  tried  to  kindle  a little  warmth  in  Mary. 
He  sent  her  love  letters, 
he  sent  her  flowers, 
he  sent  her  candy-grams, 

but  she  would  not  marry  him  and  relinquish  her  purity 

So  they  lived  together  in  a little  cottage 

and  she  remained, 

technically, 

a virgin. 

One  day, 

long  before  drugstores  or  calendars, 

Mary  counted  on  her  fingers. 

Joseph  caught  her 

counting  on  her  fingers 

with  a worried  expression  on  her  face 

counting  . . . 

And  he  became  enraged! 

He  called  her 
filthy! 

Everything  Dale  Carnegie  taught  him 

flew  right  out  the  window  that  day 

She  pleaded 

no! 

no! 

But  all  he  could  think  of 
was  that  someone  else 
had  tucked  himself 
in 

between  the  folds 

of  her  soft 

sweet 

white 

virgin 

flesh 

and  that  he  could  not. 
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She  cried 

and  called  it  God’s  will 

and  he  said  he  would  forgive  her 

and  marry  her 

So  they  married 

and  moved  to  the  city 

and  got  an  apartment 

with  little  black  and  brown  things 

crawling  on  the  floor. 

All  through  her  pregnancy 
Mary  never  got  headaches, 
never  threw  up  in  the  morning, 
her  breasts  never  hurt, 
her  belly  never  sagged, 
her  smile  never  faded, 
she  never  got  varicose  veins, 
or  headaches, 
or  backaches, 

she  never  complained  of  having  to  sleep 

on  her  back  for  nine  months, 

her  ankles  never  swelled  up, 

and  she  never  regretted  having  a baby,  — 

no 

she  was  beautiful, 
radiant, 

an  ideal  mother. 

Much  later, 

Mary  delivered  the  baby  herself 
while  Joseph  stepped  out  for  cigarettes. 
He  came  back  to  see  the  two  of  them 
radiant 

with  rainbows  around  their  heads 
and  Mona  Lisa  smiles. 

Mary’s  baby 

was  a smiling 

rosy-cheeked 

Gerber-baby-doll 

who  never  peed  on  the  rug, 

never  swore 

in  front  of  strangers; 

a darling  blue-eyed  child, 

who  never  developed  colic 

or  cradle-cap; 

a sweet  blond  boy 

who  never  got  mumps  or  measles, 

never  got  tonsilitis  or  scarlet  fever, 

never  got  earaches, 

or  toothaches; 

this  Gerber-baby-doll 

never  got  dirty  diapers, 

or  chicken-pox, 

never  stayed  back  in  grammar  school  — 
no 

he  was  an  ideal  child. 


The  story  became  a best  seller 

and  everywhere, 

on  television, 

on  billboards, 

and  on  back  of  magazines, 

there  were  pictures  of  Mary 

applying  irridecent  eye-shadow, 

frying  eggs  in  a Teflon  pan, 

or  scrubbing  all  the  old  wax  out  of  a yellow  floor; 

and  always  wearing  her  Mona  Lisa  smile. 

(This  caused  a rush  on  Mona  Lisa  smiles 
and  for  many  an  idealistic  youth 
to  realize 

that  instead  of  Mary 
he  married  some  other  girl 
with  some  other  name 
but  certainly  not 
the  girl  of  his  dreams.) 

Mary  died 

with  her  hymen  intact 
and  will  remain 
unpuctured 
for  ever  and  ever. 


AND  THERE  ARE  THOSE  TIMES 

by  Michael  Pringle 


Sometimes  I seem  insensitive  and  coarse 
Sometimes  I am  - But, 

Sometimes  my  feelings  for  you  are  so 
intense  and  beautiful  — that, 
Sometimes  I might  best  express  myself 
with  tears. 
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THE  ROAD 


It  was  the  autumn  of  the  year,  and  the  moon  mystically 
was  in  sight.  My  fur  coat  thick  and  warm,  gave  me  a feeling 
of  inner  protection  against  the  sharp  cold  of  the  realistic 
world.  My  mind  couldn’t  help  wandering  into  the  fantasy 
of  the  road  and  the  youth  of  the  evening.  The  leaves  with 
their  dim  reds  and  oranges  gave  way  to  a sensation  of 
witches  and  pumpkins  and  spirits  in  the  air.  Then  the  air 
sweated  upon  mixing  with  the  dew  and  moistened  the  tips 
of  strains  of  grass. 

I have  no  time  to  ponder  the  view.  For  after  the  road,  I 
have  the  responsibilities  of  molding  parental  needs. 

But  the  sensation  lingered,  as  I noticed  bolting  up  from 
the  grass,  the  black,  fearless  trees  with  their  eye-like  knots 
with  its  thin  sticks  growing  out  of  roughly  streaked  bark. 
It  made  me  feel  it  was  alright  to  ponder  at  the  view  with 
independent  eyes.  So  I watched  them  sway  and  lean  over 
me  with  the  moons  reflection  casting  their  shadows,  close 
enough  to  touch.  The  tall  trees  beside  me  protected  and 
also  excited  my  apprehension  of  the  journey.  But  looking 
down  the  road  the  trees  which  were  so  small,  only  re- 
minded me  of  the  end  of  the  road  and  my  moment  of 
independence.  The  aged  trees  with  its  wrinkled  bark, 
showed  lines  of  wisdom  by  aging,  and  now  this  is  what 
they  had  become.  I looked  for  a hint,  a gift  of  my  own 
kind  of  truth,  and  wondered  if  I too  had  to  exchange  it  for 
the  wrinkles  of  age.  Then  the  question  no  longer  mattered, 

GRAFFITI.  LOVE  AND  YOU 

by  Frank  Jones 

Many  years  ago,  waiting  in  a Brooklyn  subway 
station 

I silently  read  the  graffiti  on  the  dirty  tiles 
I read  of  Marx  and  phalluses 
of  God  & sex,  of  death  and  freedom 
Of  hidden  racism  and  open  fetishes 
Of  numbers  to  dial  for  services  offered 
Then  I read: 

“I  don’t  love  you  because  I need  you, 

I need  you  because  I love  you.” 

I thought  it  was  a beautiful  truth. 

I’ve  remembered  it  through  these  years. 

But  it  was  only  today 
When  thinking  of  you, 

That  I realized  I was  loving  the  ultimate, 
beautiful  person  for  that  ultimate,  beautiful  truth. 


by  Lila  Couture 

for  I felt  warm  against  this  cold  autumn  night  and  the  trees 
stood  strong  and  tall  against  the  chalky  grey  sky.  The 
stars  seemed  to  watch  over  the  white  houses  of  sleepy 
people,  and  over  the  children  blanketed  in  bed  with  their 
teddy  bears  nestled  beside  them. 

I stepped  curiously  towards  one  of  the  houses,  and 
quietly  looked  into  the  huge  window  of  glowing  yellow 
and  amber  lights.  I saw  an  old  couple  watching  the 
burning  and  death  of  wood,  in  their  fireplace,  were  their 
fantasys  gone  completely  and  did  they  exchange  them  for 
the  contentment  of  the  fire? 

I guess  it  doesn’t  matter,  for  I long  for  the  road  and 
the  adventure  outside. 

I walked  further  noticing  the  beauty  of  the  most 
drearious  looking  trees.  Like  some  people  I knew,  a type  of 
beauty  inside.  Funny  the  thoughts  as  I walk  down  this 
road.  I wondered  why  the  leaves  held  on  so  long  to  the 
branches  of  the  trees,  before  a couple  of  them,  crisped 
and  crinkled  fell  scrapingly  onto  the  road.  Their  adventure 
so  short,  their  death  so  soon. 

The  strength  of  the  wind  was  like  an  echo,  a song  of 
nature  harmonizing  unity  of  all. 

Nearing  the  end  of  the  road,  the  smallest  trees  now 
the  largest,  I looked  back  wishing  I could  return,  but 
only  viewed  the  blackness  of  the  night  erasing  everything. 

TEARDROPS  OF  SAND 

by  Buni  Gourley 

Empty  tonic  and  beer  cans 
hover  in  a war-like  stance. 

Palm  trees  sparsely  strewn  about 

as  if  fending  off  sky  scrapers  closing  in  on  both 

sides. 

The  ocean  crashes  and  howls.  Each 

wave  claiming  granules  of  sand.  Tearing  away 

moments  of  a lifetime. 

Wild  flowers  bloom  in  defiance  against  black 
pavements  and  metal  money  eaters  which  have 
taken  over  their  grounds. 

And  a bird  settles  on  the  beach  watching,  as 
its  feet  are  covered  by  teardrops  of  sand. 
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THE  FRIEND 


You  ask  me  how  I felt 
What  can  I say  to  you 
Do  you  expect  my  feelings 
to  comfort  you. 

Do  you  want  to  open  up  my  wounds. 
Do  you  think  that  in  them 
you  can  see  what  lies  ahead. 

Do  you  want  to  be  reassured 
by  my  sorrow. 

Nobody  told  me  what  to  expect 
No  one  showed  me  their  scars 
I was  alone. 

But  if  you  think  it  will  help 
I’ll  show  you. 


BRIGITTE 

by  Bob  Hamel 


THE  EAGLE 


The  old  man  who  had  carved  the  Eagle 
died  the  other  day 
And  out  of  curiosity 
I went  to  hear  the  eulogy. 

But  instead  I saw  them  bring  the  Eagle  forward 
It’s  head  held  high,  it’s  wings  sprawling 
as  though  in  flight. 

Then  I heard  the  preacher  say, 

“This  is  what  he  loved  most” 

and  he  placed  the  eagle  in  the  grave 

and  as  long  as  I live 

I’ll  always  believe, 

that  was  a terrible  mistake. 


THE  WARRIOR 


Cry  with  me,  sons  of  beauty 
For  he  who  was  made  of  dreams 
is  dead 

He  was  overcome  in  the  jungle 

They  tore  at  his  flesh,  his  mind 

and  at  last  his  dreams 

Those  who  could  not  be,  have  crushed  him 

They  stalked  him  at  night 

and  by  the  morn  they  had  cornered 

and  killed  him 

They  rejoiced  and  drank  the  blood 
while  his  lifeless  beauty  lay  silent 
because  they  could  not  understand. 


There  have  been  tender  moments, 
when  her  searching  eyes  took  the 
place  of  unspoken  words. 

But  her  emotions  changed, 
along  with  the  days. 

There  had  been  times  of  despair 
when  she  was  indifferent. 

And  it  challenged  my  feelings  — 

But,  the  tomorrows  came, 
and  with  it  the  warmth 
that  I had  not  forgotten. 

But  had  tried  to  — 

I have  experienced  both, 
the  needed  affection,  and 
the  sudden  unconcern. 

There  have  been  times,  many  times, 
when  I have  asked  myself,  which  is 
her  true  emotion? 

But  I am  still  unanswered, 
she  hides  it  well. 

Hidden  too  well  perhaps, 
for  me  to  wait. 


by  Prat  rick  Griffin 
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LESSONS 


by  Frank  Jones 


Four  o’clock  (or  more  appropriately  sixteen  bells) 
and  the  rush  was  on.  Weekend  pass  time;  thank-god-it’s-Fri- 
day  and  all.  The  shower  room  hissed  with  the  steam  of  hot 
water  and  the  excitement  of  anxious  sailors.  A uniform 
anxiety  to  celebrate  the  rituals  of  the  uniform.  A rising 
din  echoed  a masculine  chorus  of  shouts  and  songs  occa- 
sionally punctuated  by  the  sounds  of  horseplay  that  is 
common  with  men  among  men. 

“Yaaa-hooo!  Friday  night  and  I’m  gonna  get  laid!” 

“Not  unless  you  put  a bag  over  your  head,  zit-face.” 

“Up  yours,  hawk-nose!” 

Laughter  zinged  off  the  communal  shower’s  slate  walls. 
Two  Southern  boys  on  the  end  broke  into  a chorus  of 
“I’m  gonna  get  some  poon-tang!  Gonna  get  some  poon- 
tang!”  The  snap  of  a wet  towel  on  a bare  ass  and  the 
following  screech  of  pain  was  greeted  with  hearty  laughter. 

“Awwww,  shit!  I think  I’ve  got  crabs!” 

“Get -the  hell  away  from  me  then!”  A bar  of  soap 
zonked  “crabby”  between  the  shoulder  blades. 

“Hey,  Robby!”  someone  yelled  to  a combination  of  a 
gangling  body  and  acne  face,  “Gonna  try  for  your  first 
tonight  or  play  checkers  again  at  the  U.  S.  0.?” 

Snickers  cascaded  with  the  water  down  Robby’s  red- 
face  as  another  voice  chirped:  “Playing  checkers  is  the 
only  way  Robby  can  get  to  jump  a piece!” 

A unison  of  guffaws  rained  upon  Robby  as  he  attempted 
to  wash  away  his  embarrassment. 

And  so  they  prepared  themselves  — anointed  in  water 
and  Aqua  Velva.  Bathed  and  bated  for  the  coming 
weekend.  From  the  shower  room  they  trickled  back  to 
their  sleeping  quarters.  The  walled-space  with  twenty 
3-tiered  bunks  and  60  floor-length,  metallic-green  lockers; 
60  allocated  spaces  of  bed  and  closet  that  each  man  revered 
as  his  personal  home.  Clanging  doors  opening  and  shutting; 
“excuse  me’s”  mixed  with  curses;  squeakings  of  shoe- 
polish;  and  hissings  of  spray  deodorants;  clinks  and  clacks 
of  bottles  of  hair  tonic  and  after  shave;  flashes  of  pin 
striping  and  swatches  of  black  kerchiefs  being  rolled 
into  neckties.  Custom-made  uniforms  unrolled  with  the 


increasing  anticipation.  The  thoughts  of  leaving  ship  were 
becoming  realities. 

A bass  voice  sung  out,  “I  love  New  York  in  June,  how 
about  you?” 

“It’s  August,  asshole!  And  you  can’t  sing  for  shit,  so 
shaddup!” 

“Grouch!” 

“S-s-kaaa-rew!” 

“Hey,  Jack.  Lend  me  ya  comb,  will  ya?” 

“Sure.”  Jack,  who  was  buttoning  his  trousers,  stopped, 
reached  into  his  locker  and  offered  a pocket  comb  to  a 
heavily-tatooed  forearm. 

The  tatoos  waved  thick  black  locks  into  place,  then 
tossed  the  comb  on  the  top  bunk.  “Thanks,  Jackie.” 

“Anytime,  Sam.” 

Sam  stared  at  Jack,  then  scratching  at  the  word 
“Mother”  on  a tatoo  near  his  right  shoulder  he  walked 
between  the  two  tiers  of  bunks  where  Jack  was  getting 
dressed.  Sam  lowered  his  voice  to  a tone  of  confidentiality. 
“Say,  Jackie.  Whatta  ya  got  planned  for  tonight?  Anything 
special?” 

“Naaaw.  Not  really.  Probably  take  in  a flick  and  hit  a 
coupla  bars  after.  You  know,  the  usual.” 

“Yeah,  sure,”  Sam  glanced  round  the  room,  “listen, 
wanna  change  of  routine  for  tonight?  Whatta  ya  say  you 
hitch  up  with  me  and  Billy  and  Timmy? 

“I  dunno,”  mumbled  Jack  as  he  searched  his  locker 
for  his  pre-rolled  kerchief,  “whatcha  got  planned?” 

“We  is  gonna  roll  some  queers,  Jackie  boy!”  Sam’s 
enthusiasm  ran  down  his  tatooed  arms  and  they  meted 
out  a drum  roll  on  the  top  of  Jack’s  bunk.  His  voice 
slipped  higher  as  he  continued,  “yeah  man!  We  been  doing 
it  for  the  last  two  weekends.  We  got  it  down  pretty  good 
now.  Made  a hundred  and  fifty  apiece  last  time  and  that 
ain’t  saying  nothin’  about  the  satisfaction  of  beltin’ 
those  fuckin’  fruits  right  out  cold!  Whatta  ya  say?  Bill 
and  Tim  will  go  along  if  I says  its  o.  k.” 

“Gee,  Sam,  I . . .”  Concentrating  on  knotting  his  ker- 
chief around  his  neck,  Jack  fumbled  and  started  again. 
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“Well  ...  I dunno.  Sounds  pretty  good  . . . but . . . what  if 
ya  get  caught?” 

“Caught?”  Sam’s  head  roared  back  in  laughter,  “Caught? 
Man,  ya  gotta  be  kiddin’!  C’mon  Jackie.  We  work  fast  and 
furious.  And  besides  do  you  actually  think  those  goddam 
pansies  are  goin’  to  bitch  to  the  cops?  Face  it,  man.  The 
last  thing  those  limp-wristed  pukes  want  is  publicity. 
Shit,  everything  is  in  our  favor.  It’s  foolproof.  Ya  see?” 

Jack  stared  at  his  shoes,  “yaaaa  . . . but  . . .” 

“But  what?”  Sam  riveted  a finger  into  Jack’s  chest. 
“Look!  It’s  easy  dough  and  them  goddam  faggots  got  it 
coming.  C’mon.  How  many  times  do  they  sit  down  beside 
you  and  start  with  the  free  feels  during  all  those  goddam 
movies  you  go  to?  Shit!  To  those  fruits  wearing  a Navy 
uniform  is  like  waving  a red  flag  at  a bull.  Who  likes 
getting  pawed  and  eye-balled  all  the  time  just  ’cause  ya 
wearin’  the  navy-blues?  Fuck  it,  man!  They  got  it  cornin’. 
Goddam  faggots!” 

Shuffling  his  shined  shoes.  Jack  fingered  the  rim  of  his 
hat.  “Gee,  1 dunno,  Sam.  I agree  with  ya  and  all  . . . but  . . . 
. . . uh  . . . well,  I . . . ” 

“Aww,  the  hell  with  ya,”  Sam  threw  his  arms  up  in  dis- 
gust and  a serpented  anchor  faded  from  Jack’s  view,  “Go 
to  the  goddam  flicks!”  He  turned  and  walked  away. 

Jack  stared  across  his  bed  at  the  retreating  figure.  “Sam! 
Hey  Sam!  Look.  No  hard  feelings,  huh?  Maybe  some  other 
time.  0.  K.?” 

“Fuck  you.” 


* .V.  -V  V V 

Tv  Tv  Tv  Tv 


Liberty  Call  was  sounded  and  a line  of  black-shoed, 
blue-suited,  white-hatted  men  snaked  its  way  through  the 
innards  of  a battleship.  Passing  inspection  and  inspecting 
passes  they  saluted  the  Captain,  the  O.D.  and  the  flag. 
The  line  uncoiled  down  the  gang-plank  and  formed  a pool 
at  a nearby  subway  station.  Back-slapping  and  rib-poking 
they  ritualized  until  the  rumble  of  the  “A”  train  diverted 
their  attention.  The  line  broke  into  links  and  stretched 
itself  among  the  cars.  The  Brooklyn  Navy  Yard  disappeared 
from  sight  and  thought.  The  subway  expressed  itself  into 
Manhattan  with  hisses  and  screeches  as  it  made  stops  at 
18th  Street  and  Penn  Station.  Gradually  the  line  diffused 
itself  into  groups  and  singles.  A ship’s  complement  inte- 
grated itself  into  Manhattan’s  tourist  trade. 

At  the  Port  Authority  stop  Jack  exited  and  wrestled 
his  way  through  the  crowds  and  through  the  bus  terminal. 
Outside  the  revolving  doors  he  stopped  and  breathed  the 
warm  August  air.  A slight  mugginess  was  present  but  not 
enough  to  make  him  feel  uncomfortable.  He  caught  the 
wink  from  a passing  prostitute  and  heard  the  pitch  from  a 
black  with  some  “hot”  watches.  He  shrugged  off  the 
whispers  from  two  pimps  and  felt  the  stares  of  two 


queers  over  on  his  left.  He  wormed  an  uncomfortableness 
from  between  his  shoulders  and  muttered  a “What  the 
hell?”  to  the  apathetic  crowd  of  Manhattanites  and 
tourists.  A crowd  galvanized  with  false  laughter  and  plastic 
smiles,  cognizant  only  of  being  somewhere  at  the  “right” 
sometime. 

So  it  was  with  Jack.  The  right  place  was  a movie 
theater  showing  John  Wayne  in  Chisum.  Ignoring  the 
flashing  “Walk-Don’t  Walks”  he  crossed  8th  Avenue  and 
waded  onto  the  human  sewer  known  as  42nd  Street.  A 
sewer  laden  with  the  people-garbage  of  hustlers,  midnight 
cowboys,  con-artists,  loners,  drifters,  flashers,  hyped-up 
junkies,  spaced-out  blacks,  pan-handlers,  winos,  left-over 
flower-children  and  cops.  Down  onto  Broadway,  past  the 
tower  of  flickering  news  and  the  blaze  of  neon  lights  with 
its  flashing  brilliance  of  ice-cold  impersonality.  Past  the 
Benedict  Stands  with  it  sawdust  hot  dogs  and  watered-down 
Pina  Coladas.  Past  the  Astor  where  a wash-tub  band  of  two 
played  for  pennies;  past  Howard  Johnson’s  where  a blind 
man  pan-handled  while  reading  the  menu  taped  to  the 
window.  At  the  corner  of  45th  a screamer  stood  on  the 
bumper  of  an  illegally  parked  car  and  warned  of  the 
approaching  end  while  a bible  freak  faulted  the  seer’s 
quotes.  With  a huge  sigh  Jack  turned  into  the  Rialto  and 
slid  into  his  seat  of  comfort. 

The  “Coming  Attractions”  were  still  unspooling  and 
Jack  leaned  back  in  his  seat  in  anticipation  of  the  movie. 
It  occurred  to  Jack  that  there  were  those  critics  who 
continually  rapped  John  Wayne  movies  as  unrealistic  and 
corny.  Yet  it  seemed  to  him  that  at  times  they  were  more 
real  than  the  present.  Like  most  westerns,  they  harked 
back  to  a time  when  men  were  men;  necessity  for  survival 
ruled  supreme.  All  things  were  black  or  white;  good  or 
bad;  no  confusion  over  moral  judgments  or  understanding 
other  people’s  neuroses.  And  so  it  was  with  Chisum  - 
Jack  smiled  in  contentment  as  he  watched  the  on-screen 
first  fights  and  gun  duels.  And  he  frowned  at  the  off- 
screen hand  groping.  True  to  Sam’s  word,  one  of  “them” 
had  sat  next  to  Jack  and  accidentally  let  his  hand  fall  to 
the  inside  of  Jack’s  thigh.  Picking  the  fondling  hand  by 
the  wrist  he  threw  it  back  to  the  owner’s  lap  and  in  a 
semi-loud  voice  he  growled,  “Fuck  off  fruit!”  A rustling 
of  coats  and  packages  and  Jack  was  free  once  more  to 
concentrate  on  the  film.  Eventually  the  final  gunfight 
arrived  and  Wayne  shot  his  last  load,  saved  the  west  and 
with  the  house  lights  Jack  rose  and  went  back  out  to 
the  sky-scrapered  city. 

The  blare  of  horns,  the  heavy  throttle  of  idling  engines, 
the  rumbling  of  a subway  train,  the  wheeting  of  a 
policeman’s  whistle  shocked  his  ears  and  body  back  to 
reality.  Irritated  he  turned  several  times,  then  finally  de- 
cided to  head  downtown  around  34th  and  32nd.  It  was 
usually  quieter  there  at  night. 

It  was  quieter.  The  fringes  of  the  garment  and  business 
districts,  where  so  much  energy  is  spent  during  daylight 
was  always  near-deserted  in  the  evenings.  It  was  as  if  all 
the  money  generated  here  during  daytime  must  be  spent 
elsewhere  in  nightime.  The  din  of  horns,  whistles  and 
truck  engines  faded  into  a semi-distant  background  and  the 
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tall,  cement  blocks  seemed  to  embrace  an  honored  silence. 
Occasional  taxis  whizzed  by  and  there  were  a few  other 
strollers  out,  but  all  seemed  respectful  of  some  unseen 
margins  declaring  the  area,  “peaceful.” 

There  was  a Kelly’s  Tavern  on  31st  and  Jack  went  in  and 
treated  himself  to  a roast  beef,  several  beers  and  some 
friendly  conversation.  There  were  times  when  he  didn’t 
mind  using  the  uniform  as  an  advertisement.  When  the 
uniform  represented  more  than  just  a calling  card  for  a 
sales  pitch  or  come  on.  It  was  in  places  like  this  that  it 
could  be  so.  Kelly’s  Taverns  as  a rule  didn’t  exclude 
women,  but  their  management  was  orientated  to  being  a 
Man’s  Bar.  The  customers  were  usually  an  older  clientele 
used  to  being  among  men  who  enjoyed  being  among  men. 
A place  where  strangers  would  pat  him  on  the  back  and 
recall  the  time  they  were  in  the  service.  There  was  a 
general  respect  for  him,  as  a man  doing  his  duty  for  his 
country.  There  was  within  the  bar  a sense  of  tradition, 
a respect  for  ideals  and  manhood.  There  was  an  undefined 
comfort  and  relaxation  for  Jack.  To  be  able  to  talk 
honestly  and  straightforward  with  your  fellow  man. 

It  was  just  such  a man  that  Jack  had  been  sharing  the 
last  hour  or  so  and  many  beers  with.  A small,  but  compact 
man  dressed  in  a tweed  suit  and  buttoned  vest  who  had 
introduced  himself  as  Walter  had  been  discussing  Navy 
life  with  Jack.  Walter  had  also  been  in  the  Navy  and  his 
share  of  adventures  were  enormous.  Jack  loved  listening 
to  him  talk.  He  had  such  a gentle,  calm  voice.  It  was 
pacifying  and  soft;  it  was  soothing  like  a good  back  rub. 
They  were  both  laughing  over  the  last  tale  when  Walter 
suddenly  looked  at  his  watch.  “Hell,  I’ve  got  to  be  going. 
It’s  late!” 

Jack  stretched  his  arms  high  above  his  head,  “Y-e-e-ahh,” 
he  yawned,  “I  should  head  back  myself  . . . .” 

“Fine,”  murmured  Walter  as  he  finished  his  beer, 
“you  can  walk  back  with  me  aways.  I go  down  to  10th 
and  35th. 

“Sure,  why  not?” 

Pushing  their  glasses  away,  both  men  picked  up  their 
hats,  one  a white  sailor  and  the  other  a neat,  gray  fedora, 
and  headed  outside.  Walking  down  the  deserted  street, 
the  men  were  quiet  for  a while,  each  enjoying  the  quietness 
of  the  early  morning  hours. 

“Jesus!  You  know,”  burped  Walter,  breaking  the  silence, 
“one  of  the  worst  things  about  Navy  life  is  when  you’ve 
been  at  sea  for  awhile.  Shit!”  He  shook  his  head  in  laughter, 
“by  the  time  I got  off  ship  I was  so  horny  I could  have 
fucked  a dog!  In  fact,  one  time  I think  I did.” 

The  men  roared  with  laughter.  Jack  stopped  to  lean  on 
a lamp  post  as  he  continued  to  laugh.  “Boy,  do  I know 
the  feeling.  Sometimes  after  a week  on  ship  with  those 
hairy  farts,  I begin  to  wonder  what  a woman  looks  like. 
Hell,  the  only  thing  this  uniform  attracts  for  sex  is 
faggots.” 

Walter’s  laughter  circled  the  lamp  post  and  settled  on 
Jack.  “I  know.  Sometimes  I’ve  been  horny  enough  to  ac- 
cept their  offers.” 

Jack  tightened  his  grip  on  the  pole  and  stared  at  the 
other  man  incredulously.  “You’re  kidding,”  he  gasped, 


“you  mean, . . . you  . . . you  . . ” 

Walter’s  laughter  recircled  the  post  again.  “Why  not? 
Hell,  they  do  all  the  work.  C’mon,  Jack,”  he  reached  over 
and  gave  a false  punch  to  Jack’s  right  shoulder,  “be 
honest  now.”  He  stopped  and  looked  around  the  deserted 
street,  then  lowered  his  voice  another  octave,  “look,  if  you 
wanted  to  get  a good  blow  job,  you’d  pay  a prostie,  right?” 

Jack  nodded. 

“Well,”  he  raised  his  hands  palms  upward,  “look  at  it  this 
way,  some  of  those  fruits  are  willing  to  pay  YOU  for  what 
you’ve  been  paying  for.  Get  it?” 

Jack  straightened  up  somewhat.  “Yeah,  but  it’s  still 
having  . . . .you  know  ....  a guy  ....  instead  of  a ” 

“C’mon,”  he  reached  over  and  punched  Jack’s  arm 
again.  “A  mouth’s  a mouth.” 

Jack  burped  and  his  hat  fell  off.  He  released  the  lamp 
post  and  the  pair  walked  on  in  silence.  As  they  were 
crossing  a narrow  alleyway,  Walter  stopped  and  grabbed 
Jack’s  elbow  turning  him  to  face  him.  “I  bet  you 
wouldn’t  know  the  difference.” 

Jack  stared  at  the  neat  gray  fedora.  “The  hell  I 
wouldn’t,”  Jack  burped.  “I’d  know.  I’d  know  and  be- 
sides, we  ain’t  never  gonna  find  out  because  . . . ” 

“I’ll  do  it.” 

“What?” 

The  two  men  stared  at  each  other.  A towering  sailor’s 
uniform  looking  down  at  a smiling  tweed  suit.  “You’re 
kidding.” 

“No,  I’m  not.”  Walter  removed  his  hat,  “look,  Jack.  I 
won’t  lie  to  you.  I’ve  done  it  before,  but,”  he  held  up  his 
hands  as  if  to  fend  off  oncoming  blows,  “BUT,  I’m  not 
one  of  your  run  of  the  mill  pansies.  You  know.  Look, 
I’m  just  trying  to  help  you  out.  As  a buddy.  Face  it. 
You’re  horny  after  being  cooped  up  on  ship  all  week. 
And  just  to  prove  the  point  I’ll  bet  you  twenty  dollars 
that  you  cannot  tell  the  difference.  What  the  hell?  You 
don’t  have  to  do  anything.  I’m  the  aggressor  and  your 
passive,  right?” 

“What?” 

“Look,”  Walter  glanced  up  and  down  the  deserted  street, 
impatience  seem  to  seep  through  his  tweed,  “let’s  go  right 
down  this  alley,  back  there  where  nobody  can  see  us.” 
He  pointed  down  the  alley.  “C’mon,  who’s  gonna  know? 
Hell,  I’m  not  going  to  tell  anybody  and  you  sure  as  hell 
aren’t.  So  nobody  will  know.”  He  stared  at  the  fidgeting 
sailor.  “Look,  I’ll  give  you  the  twenty  bucks  anyway, 
whether  I’m  right  or  not.” 

Jack  faltered  in  attempting  to  do  a quick  turn  and 
Walter  grabbed  his  arm  to  steady  him.  “Naw,  No.  I don’t 
think  ...”  but  he  found  himself  being  propelled  by  the 
elbow  down  into  the  alley.  “Look,  Walter,  I really  . . . ” 

“Shhhh,”  cautioned  the  other  man  as  they  weaved 
their  way  among  garbage  cans,  crates  and  cardboard 
boxes.  They  reached  the  end  surrounded  by  brick  walls, 
over-hanging  fire-escapes  and  darkness,  safely  hidden  from 
the  view  from  the  street. 

Jack  attempted  a whisper,  “Look  Walter  ...” 

“Here,  hold  my  hat,”  and  he  gave  Jack  his  fedora. 

“But,  I . . . ” 
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“Jack,”  came  the  calm  soothing  voice  from  somewhere 
in  the  darkness,  “just  lean  back  against  the  wall  and  think 
what  you  can  do  with  an  extra  twenty  bucks.  That’s  all.” 

Jack  holding  the  fedora  at  his  side,  leaned  against  the 
wall,  and  closed  his  eyes.  He  felt  the  other  man’s  hands 
shaking  as  they  unbuttoned  the  thirteen  buttons  on  his 
trousers.  He  squinted  his  eyes  tighter  and  thought  about 
the  $20.  “Twenty,  twenty,  twenty,”  he  repeated  endlessly 
to  himself. 

***** 


“Give  me  my  hat  back,  will  you?”  he  asked  getting  up. 

“Sure.  Here.” 

“Thanks.  And  here’s  the  twenty.” 

“Uh  ....  twenty  . . . . I . . . . uh  . . . oh  . . . Thanks.” 
Jack  took  the  bill  as  sheepishly  as  his  voice  sounded.  He 
stuffed  it  into  his  wallet. 

“Well.  Could  you  tell?” 

Jack  stared,  “tell?  . . . 

“Yes.  Could  you  really  admit  there  was  a difference? 
C’mon  be  honest?” 

“Well,  I ...  I ...  uh  ...  ” Jack  started  to  back  away 
out  towards  the  direction  of  the  street.  He  waved  a hand 
futilely,  “I’ve  got  to  be  getting  back  to  the  ship  ...  I ...  ” 

Walter  placed  his  hands  on  his  hips,  standing  there  star- 
ing at  the  retreating  figure.  A smile  evolutionized  upon 
his  face.  And  with  his  soft  voice,  he  said,  “You  liked  me. 
Didn’t  you?” 

As  if  pulled  by  a power  cable,  Jack  found  his  body 
jerking  forward  till  he  was  right  on  top  of  the  smiling 
Walter.  His  right  fist  slamming  into  the  wide  grin.  The 
other  man  sailed  back  against  the  wall,  his  head  caroomed 
against  the  bricks  with  a loud  whack.  Then  piston-like  both 
fists  pummeled  into  the  man’s  stomach,  reducing  the 
screams  to  gasping  moans  and  finally  to  the  gagging  sound 
of  vomit  as  the  man  slumped  forward  against  the  coarse 
blue  woolens  of  his  attacker. 

Jack  slammed  his  knee  into  the  slumping  man’s  groin, 
then  stepped  back  to  let  the  body  thump  to  the  pavement. 

He  stood  there  looking  down  at  the  still  form  lying  at 
his  feet.  Jack’s  breathing  was  ragged.  A tightness  crossed 
his  chest  and  his  eyes  blurred  as  they  spotted  the  crumpled 
grey  fedora  on  the  ground  a few  feet  away.  He  felt  his 
body  begin  to  tremble,  then  shake  uncontrollably.  He 
couldn’t  seem  to  catch  his  breath.  He  reached  out  to 
steady  himself  and  realized  his  hands  were  still  in  clenched 
fists.  He  felt  a gagging  sensation  in  his  throat  when  he 
saw  the  blood  on  his  knuckles. 

He  had  to  get  back  to  the  ship.  There  was  security 
aboard  the  ship.  There  among  his  fellow  shipmates,  he 
would  be  safe.  He  started  to  run  out  the  alley,  back  to  the 
subways  and  back  to  the  ship.  But  upon  reaching  the 
street,  he  stopped  and  turned,  glancing  once  more  into  the 
shadows  of  the  alley.  His  eyes  attempted  to  pierce  the 
darkness  where  the  pulp  of  what  was  once  a man  now  lay. 

“Goddamn  faggot,”  he  gasped,  then  turned  and  ran. 
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